I was not the only child they had wished for. I had come with difficulty, after years of trying, but they had kept on trying after that, and lo and behold, eight trying years later, came a tiny girl. She was born with her lungs outside her back, so they looked like wings. She had already flown.
After that, my mother began to suffer from dreams. She said bad birdies, and hung balls of suet soaked in rat poison from the branch of an apple tree. He was now with a much bigger paper, in a much bigger city, and he worked all kinds of shifts, plus holidays and overtime, whatever they asked After that, she came over to our place often, often while he was home and she could talk to him, which she did like a child, with a bold but some how fragile avidity, and sometimes also when he was gone from the after noon to the middle of the night. Perhaps because she had no father, she seemed to take it for granted that I had no mother, and never asked about 
